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Vincent was on the point of throwing himself on me with an
open razor in his hand. My look must have been very power-
ful at that moment for he stopped and lowering his head he
returned running to the house.
"Was I cowardly at that moment and ought I not to have
disarmed him and tried to pacify him? Often I have questioned
my conscience and I have made myself no reproaches* He
who likes may cast his stone at me. In a very short time 1 was
at a good hotel in Aries where, after having asked the time, I
took a room and went to bed, Being very upset I could only
get to sleep towards three in the morning and I woke up
rather late, about seven-thirty*
"Arriving at the square I saw a large crowd assembled. Near
our house some gendarmes and a little man in a bowler hat who
was the police commissioner* This is what had taken place*
"Van Gogh went back to the house and immediately cut
off an ear close to the head. He must have taken a certain
time to stop the force of the bleeding, for the next day numer-
ous damp towels were spread out on the flagstones of the
two ground-floor rooms* The blood had dirtied the two rooms
and the little staircase that led up to our bedroom*
"When he was in a condition to go out, his head enveloped
in a completely pulled down bmt basque he went straight to
a house where, lacking a sweetheart, one makes an acquaintance,
and gave the person in charge his ear, well cleaned and enclosed
in an envelope* 'Here/ he said, 'in remembrance of me/
then he ran out and went home where he went to bed and
to sleep* He took the precaution, however, of closing the
shutters and of putting a lighted lamp on a table near the
window*
"Ten minutes later the whole street reserved to the women
was in movement and the happening was being discussed.
"I was far from knowing anything of all that when I presented
myself on die doorstep of our house, and when the man with
the bowler hat Said to me point-blank in a more severe tone;
'What have you done, sir, to your friend?1